44                       ERE CHTHE US.

Bitter and strange is the word of the  God most

high,                                                   \Str. 2. 770

And steep the strait of his way.
Through a pass rock-rimmed and narrow the light that

gleams
On the faces  of  men falls  faint as the  dawn  of

dreams,
The dayspring of death as a star in an under sky

Where night is the dead men's day.
As darkness and storm is his will that on earth is

done,                                                              [Ant. 2.

As a cloud is the face of his strength.
King of kings, holiest of holies,  and mightiest of

might,
Lord of the lords of thine heaven that are humble in

thy sight,
Hast thou set not an end for the path of the fires of

the sun,                                                         780

To appoint him a rest at length ?
Hast thou told not by measure the waves  of the

waste wide sea,                                             [str. 3.

And the ways of the wind their master and thrall to

thee ?